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of thirty or forty feet. Of course the atmosphere in
such a forest is steamy and oppressive. It is pleasant
enough to sit down and look at nature so grandly
dressed, but walking about with your chin in air
looking upwards for pigeons will generally be found
a mistake. The countless vines and perfect network
of creeping plants are for ever entangling one's feet.
And whilst in pursuit of pigeons the unwary sports-
man constantly finds himself in the position of
Andrew Marvel in the garden:
" Stumbling ou< melons as 1 pass
Ensnared with powers I fall on grass."
We, however, scrambled up the first range of
hills, but finding no view was to be had in any direc-
tion, returned at once with a few pigeons to the
boat The two Makira lads that accompanied me
professed to be very anxious at my going even as
far as I did, giving me to understand that there were
people living up in these hills who were not to be
trusted. We now continued rowing round the har-
bour, occasionally shooting pigeons that stupidly
, sat in the trees overhanging the water. We presently
passed a small wooded islet. Here they told me they
deposit the bones of their dead after separating
them from the flesh. This appears to be the custom,
for I was shown another bare rocky islet near the
entrance of the harbour used for the same purpose.
The bones of chiefs are, however, collected and
placed in the large canoe shed, near, their own
c&noe, A similar custom is described by Lord Byron,
as prevailing an the Sandwich Islands. . . ,
When4 we had arrived at the village that faced
pur anchorage, I stepped on shore-    The Solomon